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Each month we receive a tre- 
mendous quantity of mail from our 
readers. Most of these letters sim- 
ply tell us what the writer thinks 
about a previous issue of LEZO. 
Happily, the big majority of these 
letters are favorable; they express, 
in a variety of ways, a generally 
good reaction. And specifically, 
they mention particular stories, fea- 
tures or articles. 

Some readers don’t like LEZO. 
And they get right down to cases to 
tell us exactly why. 

We have, in addition, been grati- 
fied to receive a number of letters 
that depart from particular obser- 
vations; they offer the writer’s 
opinion on a great variety of sub- 
jects only remotely related to the 
content of LEZO. 

All such letters are welcome. 
Many are enlightening and inform- 
ative; they provide valuable guide- 
lines for making editorial decisions 
in future issues of LEZO. 

But we have received a few—a 
very few—letters which make 
assumptions about our editorial 
policy which we are most anxious 
to correct. We try to answer such 
letters on an individual, personal 
basis. For those who might errone- 
ously be impelled to write similar 
letters in the future, we hope our 
readers will clearly understand the 
following statement: 

THE EDITORS OF LEZO HAVE 
NO AXE TO GRIND; THE CON- 
TENT OF LEZO SHOULD NEVER 
BE CONSTRUED AS AN AT- 
TEMPT TO PROMOTE OR AD- 
VOCATE A WAY OF LIFE OR A 
CODE OF PERSONAL BEHAVIOR 
FOR ANYONE. 

So please keep the letters coming. 
We will reprint as many as we have 
room for, in some cases using only 
excerpts. The writers shall remain 
anonymous. Only initials and cities 
will be used unless the writer re- 
quests us to delete them entirely. 
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I'M GLAD YOU GOT OFF THAT 
COSMETIC KICK. 


» THE “REST BREAK” ON 
| THE LANDING CAN 
BE A HAPPY INTERLUDE. 


SAY—ARE YOU SURE YOU ARE 
A COSMETICS SALES LADY? 
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BLONDE 
BLONDE 


A little photographic 
essay which sets out 
to test the truth of the 
slogan which alleges 
that “blondes do have 
more fun.”’ 
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THE 
LONG WAY 
AROUND 


All evening long, Nora’s 
luck was as bad as her 
needs were great. She 
returned to her lonely 
apartment completely 
frustrated—but awakened 
in the morning satisfied 
and contented as she had 
never before been in all her 
life. 


RIRGRORORORGRORORORD. 

Nora stood looking out the big picture window 
of her apartment. It was just getting dark and the rain 
was coming down in a soft, steady drizzle. Lights of 
the cars passing in the heavy evening traffic glistened 
on the rain-slick pavement. The red glow of tail lights, 
the winking eye of the traffic light at the corner—now 
red, now green and briefly amber—somehow seemed 
to capture the mood Nora was in. 

She was entirely naked as she stood there. She 
rubbed her hands up and down the front of her silken 
smooth, creamy white thighs, just skirting the soft 
dark bush of her love-triangle with each stroke. She 
was breathing deeply and the rise and fall of her rib 
cage brought a gentle, undulating movement to the 
snowy white mounds of her bountiful breasts. Now 
she slid her hands up across the provocative curve of 
her belly to cup and softly squeeze her tits. The pres- 
sure made the nipples stand out, quivering with latent 
desire. 

But there was nothing latent about Nora’s de- 
sire. God, how she needed to feel the soft and sexual 
warmth of another body against her own aching 
breasts and love-patch. 

She could see some huddled figures standing 
at the corner—obviously waiting for the bus. One, 
standing apart in a trench coat, was a girl. Nora found 
herself wishing the girl would turn and see her stand- 
ing there nude in the picture window. But she knew 
that even if the girl turned she wouldn’t be able to see 
Nora for the apartment was dark. Of course, she could 
turn on the lights—but Nora was no exhibitionist. 

Nora turned and walked away from the win- 
dow and into her bedroom. She flung herself on the 
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bed, spreading her legs wide, and gently began to mas- 
sage the moist, hot crevice that was inflamed with 
passion and desire. It had been ten days now since Sally 
had left. And each day since, the loneliness of the 
apartment had grown until, this evening, it was 
unbearable. 

Nora got up from the bed abruptly. Masturba- 
tion was a frustrating and wholly inadequate substitute 
for what she needed. There seemed to be no solution 
except to go “cruising.” But Nora hated that, too. 
Casual love between strangers, “a lay that passes in the 
night,” was not Nora’s dish. She needed—desperately 
needed—a replacement for Sally; needed a friend who 
would love and be as responsive as Nora herself was 
capable of being. 

Churning with restless desire, Nora flung open 
her closet door, selected a dress and light-weight rain 
coat and started to put them on. She consciously and 
deliberately refrained from wearing panties or bra. If 
she were to find what she was desperately seeking, she 
wanted nothing to interfere with swift and easy love 
making. 

Now committed to what she really didn’t want 
to do, Nora found herself in a panic of haste. She 
grabbed up her car keys and purse and hurried out of 
the apartment. She walked down the hall and into the 
building lobby. Preoccupied with the thoughts of the 
adventure she was embarking on, she was startled to 
hear a soft, feminine voice say, “Good evening, Miss 
Parker.” 

It was the little elevator operator. Nora, barely 
pausing, groped for her name. Ginny—that was it. 
Almost absent-mindedly, Nora gave her a brief smile. 
“Good evening, Ginny,” she replied. 

Ginny was a cute little trick. Short and with 
curly blonde hair, her figure was so good that even the 
blue majorette uniform she wore failed to conceal it. 
Nora was faintly surprised that the girl knew her 
name. Living on the first floor she had little occasion to 
use the elevator. In a moment, Nora was in the apart- 
ment building garage getting into her car. Her only 
thoughts were of what might be happening to her in 
the next couple of hours. 

Nora drove slowly and carefully along Vermont 
Avenue. She had been out nearly an hour now with 
no luck—not even a chance to make an offer. Up ahead, 
nearing Wilshire she saw the huddled figure of a girl 
standing at a bus stop. Nora drove slowly past and 
peered sharply. The girl appeared to be a blonde, nice 
looking. Nora turned the corner looking back. The girl 
had paid no attention to her. Speeding up, Nora circled 
the block and came again to the bus stop. She pulled up 
in front of the girl, reached out and rolled down the 
window part way. 

“Hi—can I give you a lift?” Nora made her 
voice sound casual with a tinge of “it doesn’t make any 
difference to me one way or the other.” 

The girl seemed startled. She leaned forward 
to get a good look at Nora. It seemed to reassure her. 
She stepped forward to the door. “You going out 
Wilshire?” 

Nora nodded quickly. ““Yes—hop in.” 

Quickly the girl yanked the car door open and 
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slid in beside Nora. Nora didn’t say anything for a 
moment as she occupied herself pulling away from the 
curb and making the turn onto Wilshire. After a long 
moment Nora glanced sideways at the girl. Yes, she 
was blonde. Pretty face. She sat facing straight ahead 
with her hands folded sedately in her lap. After a 
moment longer Nora asked: “How far out Wilshire?” 

The blonde now turned to Nora. “I'll appre- 
ciate your going as far as you can.” 

A tiny thrill of excitement tingled deep in 
Nora’s belly. Was there a double meaning in what the 
girl had said? If so, it was a good sign. Nora replied, 
“T’m going all the way—will that be far enough?” 

The girl smiled as she said. “I’d like that.” 
Then, after a moment, she added, “I live in Beverly 
Hills—just a small apartment.” 

Nora nodded and said carefully. “Big or small— 
an apartment is good for a girl living alone. Gives her 
the freedom to do as she pleases, don’t you think?” 

The girl agreed instantly. “Absolutely. Since 
getting this apartment I’m sure I could never go back 
to living with my parents.” 

So far so good. There was silence now as they 
drove along the Miracle Mile and then into Beverly 
Hills. This was a long way from the district where Nora 
lived but the trip might just turn out to be worth it. 
Nora said, “Instead of going right home would you 
like to stop somewhere and have a drink?” 

The girl hesitated for a long moment, watching 
intently ahead. Now, suddenly, instead of answering 
Nora’s question, she pointed. “Right here—this is my 
corner.” 

Automatically, Nora swerved over to the curb. 
The girl had the door open even before Nora had the 
car fully stopped. Now she turned to Nora with twink- 
ling eyes and an amused smile. “Thanks for the ride. 
My friend will be glad to see me home so early to- 
night.” She hopped out of the car and just before she 
slammed the door shut she added, “Don’t feel badly— 
you can’t expect to score on every pickup.” Then the 
girl was gone. 

Mechanically, Nora pulled away from the curb. 
This was what she hated about cruising. You never 
knew what you were going to run into. Even female 
vice squad officers were always a possibility. But an 
occurrence like the one that just happened was espe- 
cially humiliating to the proud Nora. The drink she 
had just suggested to her pickup was something badly 
needed. If she remembered correctly there was a little 
bar down Wilshire a little way. And anyway a bar 
might be—just accidéntally—a source of good luck... 

Just inside the door Nora paused for a moment 
to adjust her eyes to the dark interior. When she was 
able to see she noted that the bar was about three- 
quarters full. It was a mixed group but there were two 
women obviously sitting together. Then Nora noticed 
a dark-haired girl near one end. She was sitting alone, 
nursing a drink. Nora moved over beside her and sat 
down. The girl looked up, smiled slightly and then re- 
turned to contemplating her drink. 

Nora ordered a Martini, got out and lit a cigar- 
ette. It was a quiet spot and the juke box music in the 
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Two Maids In A Glade 


When two like-minded 
lovelies get close to 
nature they often end 
up getting close— 
period. 
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NOPE—NOT A SIGN OF OVER-EXPOSURE. 
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| HOPE YOU'RE NOT MISSING THE POINT. 


WHO SAYS THE UNDERDOG ALWAYS GETS 
THE WORST OF IT? 


NOW I KNOW WHY YOU SAID WE WOULDN'T 
HAVE TO BRING A LUNCH. 
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KAMERA 
KUTIES 


Everybody talks about 
what hard work acting 
is. But these two 
lovelies seem to have 
found a way to make 
fun out of their work. 


“EXPOSURE” IS AN IMPORTANT WORD 
IN PHOTOGRAPHY. - 
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ALWAYS CHECK CAREFULLY TO MAKE 
SURE THE MAKEUP IS ON RIGHT. 
32 


IT’S ALWAYS WISE TO REHEARSE A 
SCENE BEFORE SHOOTING. 


PICTURES HAVE MORE IMPACT IF YOU 
FOCUS ON POINTS OF INTEREST. 
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“METHOD” ACTORS TRY TO IMAGINE THEY’RE LIVING THE ROLE. 


IN SOME SCENES THE BACKGROUND 
ISN'T TOO IMPORTANT. 


LOVE 
Bes. 


SUBURBIA 


There is no question that one of the greatest 
single causes of anxiety and tension in Western cul- 
ture’s high-speed, turned-on, supercharged civiliza- 
tion revolves around the problems of sex — both for 
men and for women. 

Characteristically, a good deal of thought, 
time and effort has been devoted to helping the man 
overcome the problems that sex-oriented anxieties 
and tensions produce. And a lax standard — literally, 
the double standard — has historically given him out- 
lets not available to his wife. On the other hand 
relatively little thought has been given to ways and 
means of providing professional help to the frus- 
trated and unhappy married woman. 

Thus it is that in recent years, more and more 
women who find themselves overburdened socially 
and under-satisfied sexually have turned to other 
women in like predicament to find the measure of 
relief they desperately need but which their hus- 
bands have been either unwilling or unable to pro- 
vide. And, for thousands, it has proved a more 


Article by Sandra Chesman 


satisfactory solution than shopping around from man 
to man until they find a suitable sex partner while 
taking all the risks of damage or ruin to their repu- 
tations that talkative men all to often engender. 

A focal point for this relatively “new” type 
of love has been found to be in what the sociologists 
call ‘Suburbia.’ Not that this is all that goes on in 
Suburbia. One eminent social scientist has said that 
“Suburbia is, as a matter of fact, one vast sink-hole 
of sexual frustration.” 

(Editor's note: The social scientist. quoted 
above should know. He lives in the suburban area of 
one of our major eastern cities and is a notorious 
homosexual.) 

Typically, the problem of a suburban woman 
has this sort of a history: She was able to manage 
the first year of marriage with some success. The 
“slow” of the honeymoon, freedom from responsi- 
bilities and nothing but a small apartment to take 
care of got her safely through that critical period. 

But now her husband gets promoted. They 
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buy a house that they really can’t afford in a good 
suburban neighborhood. Gradually, her husband, 
who was no ball of fire in bed anyway, finds himself 
spending 90 to 95 percent of his available energy to 
“getting ahead.” Or maybe just “keeping his head 
above water.” And what of his wife? The following 
case history of Mrs. W. shows what happened to her 
and how she has made an unusual but, for her, a 
happy adjustment to what otherwise could have been 
an intolerable situation. 

Mrs. W. had been married three years and, 
during the last year, she had averaged sexual inter- 
course with her husband two times a month. Not 
once during the last six months of that year had she 
achieved orgasm. Her husband, preoccupied with his 
career, would hastily and without any of the usual 
and needed love-play or preliminaries, mount her 
as soon as he got into bed. He would then proceed 
to achieve a climax without a word or, apparently, 
a thought to his wife’s reaction. Then he would roll 
off her and immediately go to sleep. Mrs. W. would 
be left lying there unable to sleep, her mind full of 
erotic thoughts and desperately wanting her breasts 
fondled, her body caressed — literally quivering in a 
state of unfulfilled sexual desire. 

Mrs. W. was a beautiful woman. Her long, 
dark hair framed a face whose deep blue eyes were 
expressive and — normally — sparkling. She was re- 
served and not given to talking with anyone about 
her personal problems. It was her habit, after her 
husband had left for work, to go next door and have 
coffee and gossip with Mrs. S. who, it turned out, 
was in nearly the same sort of situation that Mrs. W. 
was in. 

One morning, after an especially frustrating 
night, Mrs. W. — Sue — unaccountably began to cry 
as she and Mrs. S. — Lida— were having coffee in the 
latter’s breakfast nook. Lida, alarmed, asked Sue what 
in the world was the matter. Sue, sensing a sympa- 
thetic attitude on the part of Lida and desperately 
needing to unburden herself to someone, blurted 
out the whole story of her frustrating and unhappy 
sex life. 

To Sue’s astonishment, Lida began to softly 
sob, too. And she confessed that she was in almost 
the identical boat that Sue was in. ‘It has been more 
than two years now since Dan has given me any sat- 
isfaction in bed. Would you believe that | have actu- 
ally masturbated with cucumbers, and other things 
you wouldn’t believe, to get some measure of relief?” 

With that “confession” Sue, too, admitted that 
she had found it necessary to stimulate herself to get 
rid of at least a part of the sexual pressure that was 
always building within her body. 

Without conscious volition on the part of 
either, the two frustrated and unhappy women found 
themselves in each other’s arms attempting to con- 
sole one another. Both women had nothing on but 
simple house dresses over panties and bras. Both 
were exceptionally well endowed and they couldn’t 
help feeling the pressure of their swelling breasts 
against each other as they tearfully embraced. Sue 
felt a strange but thrilling sensation at this contact 


with Lida’s body. Apparently Lida did, too, for both 
of them hastily disengaged and went back to their 
coffee. 

But that night, lying in bed beside her snoring 
husband, Sue found her thoughts returning to the 
previous morning and the unaccountable but deli- 
cious sexual thrill that had surged through her body 
when she felt Lida’s breasts against her own. 

The next morning Sue found that she could 
hardly wait for her husband to leave for work. And 
she peeped out the window keeping watch until she 
saw Lida’s husband leave his house. She hurried back 
to her bedroom, took a quick shower, combed her 
hair carefully and applied makeup. When it came to 
putting on clothes she found herself deciding against 
panties and bra. She slipped on a thin silk jersey 
housecoat that did practically nothing to conceal her 
aching and jutting breasts and the full curve of her 
hips and the seductive triangle below her flat belly. 

When Sue walked into Lida’s kitchen she 
found, to her secret satisfaction, that Lida also was 
dressed differently. And when Lida bent over to pick 
up a dropped cigarette, Sue saw that beneath her 
front-zippered robe her breasts, too, were free from 
the confines of a bra. Instinctively, and with a thrill 
of anticipation, Sue realized that Lida had thought 
about their conversation of the previous day. Now 
Lida suggested that they have their coffee in the liv- 
ing room on the sofa — where it would be more com- 
fortable. Sue eagerly agreed hoping that Lida would 
understand by the tone of her voice how she felt. 

When they sat down on the sofa the two love- 
starved women found themselves sitting close — very | 
close — to each other. For a moment neither woman 
said a word. 

Then Lida ran her tongue over her half-parted 
lips and leaned against Sue. In an instant they were 
in each other’s arms. Almost frantically, Sue tugged 
at the zipper of Lida’s house coat to reveal her full 
milk-white breasts surmounted by firm passion- 
swollen nipples. Sue started to fondle and squeeze 
them and felt an indescribable thrill as Lida squeezed 
her own aching tits. 

It was like the bursting of an overstrained dam. 
The two love-desperate women literally ripped each 
other's clothes off in their frenzied need to feel their 
naked bodies against one another. They slid off the 
sofa onto the thick carpeting squeezing and massag- 
ing each other’s breasts and kissing each other in mad 
uncontrolled passion. Their mouths came open while 
pressed together and their tongues darted in and out 
and slithered back and forth. 

With a moan of undisguised pleasure Lida slid 
down and her burning kisses followed the seductive 
curve of Sue’s soft neck and down across the bursting 
fullness of her bosoms until her mouth came to Sue’s 
nipple. Lida ran her tongue over it. In a convulsive 
movement, Sue pushed Lida’s head against the breast 
and Lida opened her mouth to take it in. 

Nearly sobbing with delight, Sue twisted 
around so that she could do the same thing to Lida 
simultaneously. And, without thinking, both en- 
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There’s only one “‘best”’ 
way to forget the problems 
a girl encounters when she 
finds herself in the clutches 
of the wrong people. 


eS 
y #3: 
a 
L 
Yd 2 7 


Sigs Fk 


: q NO QUESTION ABOUT IT— 


HAPPINESS IS CONTAGIOUS. 
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FIRST THING YOU KNOW THERE’S A FULL 
& RESUMPTION OF DIPLOMATIC RELATIONS. 
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TOO, WHILE LYING IN THE GRASS. 


THE 
LONG WAY 
AROUND 


background was muted. Obviously a friendly little 
neighborhood spot. But the relaxed casual atmosphere 
did nothing for Nora. She felt tense and quivery. Just 
breathing she could feel the nipples of her impatient 
breasts rubbing against the material of her dress. It was 
maddening and Nora had to use every ounce of her will 
power to keep her tone and attitude easy and casual as 
she began to talk to the girl beside her. 

The girl had a slight figure, small bones and 
slender legs and arms. But her breasts were large and 
round. Nora could see that they brushed the edge of 
the bar whenever the girl leaned forward. She seemed 
eager to talk and acted as if she were more than 
delighted that Nora had sat down beside her. Once she 
leaned across Nora to get the ashtray and her tits 
rubbed invitingly against Nora’s arm. Nora, giddy with 
rising sexual excitement, moved sideways toward the 
girl as she did this to increase the pressure of that lus- 
cious breast against her arm. Nora knew, without any 
doubt, that the girl had done it deliberately. She could 
easily have asked Nora to shove the ashtray over so she 
could reach it without their touching. 

The girl looked directly at Nora, her lips slightly 
parted and she ran her tongue over them and then 
smiled in a way that made Nora’s senses reel. Nora 
moved restlessly on the bar stool. She leaned toward 
the girl and put her hand on the girl’s upper arm and 
squeezed it provocatively. “After you finish that drink 
why don’t we get out of here?” 

The girl’s eyes went limpid and she took a deep 
breath. “God, I’d love to—only—” 

Then Nora noticed that the girl was looking be- 
yond her. Her eyes suddenly changed their expression 
to something akin to fear. Nora twisted on the bar stool 
to see a man standing behind her. He was staring with 
open suspicion. With a glance of pure hatred at Nora 
he moved to stand on the other side of the girl and put 
a possessive arm over the girl’s shoulder. 

He spoke to the girl with obvious intent that 
Nora should overhear. “By God, I’m going to break 
you of the habit of playing footsie with every dyke that 
makes a pass at you if I have to kill you.” Then he 
turned to the bartender who had been standing nearby. 
“Here.” He threw a bill on the bar, practically yanked 
the girl off her stool and stormed out, dragging the girl 
with him. 

There was a moment of silence as the bartender 
took the money, rang it up in the cash register and then 
turned back to Nora. He leaned across the bar to her, 
his voice dripping with venom. “You’ve just chased 
two good customers. Now you get out of here—and 
stay out! Go somewhere else to make your Lez pickups, 
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you bitch!” 

Nora’s face flamed crimson. She had never been 
talked to like that in public before in her life. It was 
like being hit in the face with a bucket of cold water. 
Rage and frustration welled up in her. She glared at 
the bartender and slowly and distinctly said, “Screw 
you.” She grabbed her purse, slid off the stool and 
walked out... 

She hardly realized what she was doing as she 
half stumbled to her car, got in and drove off. Rage, 
humiliation and frustration fought for primacy within 
her. And underneath all was a sense of sexual urgency 
that made all her previous longings seem like fleeting 
emotions. Before she knew it she had driven home and 
was parking her car in the apartment garage. 

But by the time she got upstairs to the lobby, 
her head had cleared and she had regained a measure 
of her self-control. She walked calmly through the 
vacant lobby and down the hall toward her own apart- 
ment door. She didn’t know how she was going to en- 
dure the long night alone but she was forcing her im- 
passioned mind to keep to neutral thoughts. She was 
concentrating on fitting the key to the door lock when 
she heard a voice behind her. 

“Miss Parker —” 

Nora whirled suddenly. It was the little elevator 
operator, Ginny. Nora smiled—but she dared not allow 
her thoughts to wander, to speculate. The evening had 
already brought too many disappointments. Keeping 
her own voice calm and controlled she said, ““Yes—?” 

Ginny had changed out of uniform and was 
wearing a simple little street dress. There was only one 
word for her breath-taking body: voluptuous. “I hate 
to bother you but I don’t have any change to use the 
pay phone. Could I borrow yours? I want to call home 
to see if someone can come pick me up. It’s so wet and 
miserable out—” 

Nora had the door open now. “Why, certainly. 
Come in.” 

Ginny entered the apartment with Nora, flash- 
ing a heart-stopping smile as she did. Was it one more 
of invitation than gratitude? Nora dared not wonder. 
She pointed at the phone at one end of the sofa. “Help 
yourself.” 

Quickly, Ginny crossed the room, sat down and 
dialed. She listened and a small frown creased her 
brow. Then, with dawning comprehension tinged with 
irritation, she put down the phone. “I must be getting 
absent-minded. I just remembered—my folks were 
going out of town for the rest of the week. Well, I guess 
I'll just have to take the bus.” But she didn’t get up. 
She settled back on the sofa, stretching her arms wide 
which caused her firm and jutting breasts to fairly 
strain at the material of her thin little dress. 

Nora ran her tongue over her emotion-dried 
lips. It was all she could do to keep from trembling as 
she moved across the room to sit down beside Ginny. 
With attempted casualness she threw one arm behind 
the girl on the back of the sofa. “Why the bus? I’d be 
glad to drive you home. But unless you’re in a hurry 
why don’t we relax and have a drink first?” 

Ginny moved slightly on the sofa—slightly . 
closer to Nora. Her blue eyes were limpid with desire 


as she looked directly at Nora. “I’d like to relax—but 
I don’t need a drink, do you?” 

Now it was Nora’s turn to move slightly—and 
closer. And she let her arm slip down from the back 
of the sofa so that it rested on Ginny’s shoulders. ““Not 
really.” And, now, incredibly, Ginny’s hand reached 
up and grasped Nora’s and pulled it down—and down. 
Nora had to shift her position close against Ginny so 
that their hips and arms were pressed together. And 
with a shy little smile, Ginny pulled Nora’s hand down 
even farther and placed it on her breast and pushed. 

The feeling of that plump, ripe breast in her 
hand—even through the material of the dress and bra 
—sent an overwhelming and burning wave of sexual 
passion and desire through Nora’s aching and pulsat- 
ing body. She squeezed Ginny’s breast and pulled the 
smaller girl to her. The passion that flowed over both 
of them was all-enveloping. Their lips met, both their 
mouths opened wide as they alternately sucked each 
other’s tongues and they crushed their body’s together 
in flaming maddening need for each other. 

Nora could hardly get the words out. “God— 
let’s go in the bedroom.” And how they got there Nora 
could never remember. All she knew was that they 
were lying together completely nude. Nora kissed and 
then avidly sucked the nipples of Ginny’s milk-white 
breasts. Ginny twisted and squirmed and moaned in 
delight. Then she had Nora’s magnificent breasts in 
her possession, milking them with her mouth, nibbling 
first and then biting harder at the near-bursting nip- 
ples. Nora groaned in sheer ecstasy at the pleasure- 
pain of it.. Madly she started to kiss Ginny’s hot and 
eager body over every square inch of its surface. And 
the younger girl spread her arms and legs wide be- 
seechingly. “Take me—for God’s sake, take me before 
I die.” 

And Nora did take her—again and again. And 
then it was Ginny’s turn to satisfy every lustful urge 
in the book on Nora’s wildly passionate body. Orgasm 
followed orgasm for both of them as they sought 
and extracted the last ounce of erupting love and urgent 
sexual lust from each other. 

The gray light of dawn was spreading into the 
bedroom as the two entwined bodies lay exhausted and 
spent. Now Nora began to smile and then laugh softly 
...In a moment it was a full laugh. Ginny twisted in 
her arms questioningly. “Why are you laughing?” 

Finally Nora subsided and she caressed Ginny’s 
willing and eager body seductively. “Darling,” she 
said, “did you ever hear the old story of the man who 
spent years chasing all over the world trying to find 
happiness?” 

Ginny shook her head and rubbed her body 
against Nora’s. Nora said, ‘““Well—he finally returned 
home only to find the happiness he sought in his own 
backyard.” 

Ginny said, “I don’t get it.” 

“Maybe some day I'll tell you,” Nora said. And 
she bent to kiss and run her tongue over the nipples 
of Ginny’s breasts and to feel them swell in growing 
desire. And very soon the mouths of both girls were 
seeking and giving the ultimate in sexual satisfaction 
to each other’s bodies... 
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Sir: 


I’ve decided not to read LEZO 
anymore. Here’s why: Last Sunday 
was hot so | decided to go to the 
beach. It was the first time in years 
that | had been there. Now I’m not 
going to say that | was shocked by 
what | saw because | wasn’t. What 
struck me was the fact that what 
was going on there was, in many 
cases, an in-the-flesh slice of life as 
it is being lived today. Which is 
what | understand that LEZO does. 
So, until your magazine comes 
complete with sunshine, fresh air 
and a big healthy dose of Vitamin 
D, I'll just continue to go to the 
beach. 

F. L. San Diego 


Dear Editors: 

| have been in analysis for the 
past three months. | was persuaded 
to see the psychiatrist by my girl 
friend. She felt that | wasn’t enter- 
ing into our relationship as fully as 
| should. | think she had the idea 
that | was bisexual. 

After several sessions on the 
couch | was made to understand 
that | was not different from thou- 
sands of other women; that the 


way of life I liked best, the one that 
gave me the most stability and 
contentment was not unique. The 
psychiatrist made me understand 
that my girl friend and | were not 
“alone.” He said that worrying 
about this possibility was the root 
of my trouble. 

Would you believe that yes- 
terday | saw LEZO for the first time 
and here was the rock-bottom 
proof that what he told me was 
true: that women who don’t like 
the hetro way are not necessarily 
doomed. 

| only hope that other women 
who have the same troubled 
thoughts will see your magazine 
before they get in such a state that 
they have to see the psychiatrist. . . 


R. A. Cincinnati 


Dear Editor: 
| had a very bigoted attitude about 
life. Thanks for helping me to 
understand that there are a great 
many people in this world whose 
ideas on sex are different than 
mine—and that they have a perfect 
right to such ideas. 

E. C. Chicago 


Dear Editor: 

This is the first letter I’ve ever 
written to an editor. | suppose | 
should try to be clever or some- 
thing but all | want to say is 
“thanks” for the last issue of LEZO. 
The content is great and it has 
made me realize that our precious 
“right to know” hasn’t been com- 
pletely done away with after all. 
Keep up the good fight! 

T. G. Union City, N.J. 


Dear Editors: 

The other evening | attended 
a University extension lecture on 
“Effective Advertising Tech- 
niques.”” But when the lecture was 
over | realized that all they were 
talking about was one technique— 
sex. It was shocking to me to know 
that the biggest and most respect- 
ed corporations and their equally 
big and respected advertising 
agencies were using sex as com- 
mercially as any prostitute ever did. 

It seems to make no difference 
whether the product is toothpaste, 
lawnmowers, automobiles or can 
openers. The advice was the same: 
“Sell it with sex.” The worst thing 
| heard all evening was: “Don’t be 
blatant about it. We don’t want the 
reader to realize his interest in the 
ad is really a sexual one.” 

Maybe I’m just too dumb and 
unsophisticated but it seems to me 
that to use such a basic human 
emotion in a sly and underhanded 
way is an affront to people’s intelli- 
gence and, being frank about it, 
plain dishonest. 


N. W. Seattle 


Dear Sir: 

What | want to know is this: 
How can you sell your magazine 
when you have to compete with 
the type of films that movie pro- 
ducers are making these days—to 
say nothing of the things one sees 
in practically every Broadway play? 
Could it be that you are making a 
more valid and honest comment 
on what life is all about than are 
the movies and plays? | certainly 
think so. 

L. L. New York City 
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flamed women slid their hands down across each 
other’s trembling hips and thighs and—It was but a 
moment before each woman abandoned the other’s 
breasts for even more love-starved territory that their 
husbands had so cruelly neglected. 

Mrs. W.’s case history relates how they ex- 
plored each other’s love-making capabilities that 
whole day, giving and receiving pent-up love in every 
way they could think of. Mrs. W. barely got home 
ahead of her husband that evening — exhausted but 
experiencing a sense of happiness she had never 
known before. And she told how she went to sleep 
like a baby that night for the first time in years. But 
she had awakened in the pre-dawn hours with her 
whole body aflame with passion and desire—for Lida. 

In the morning she fairly flew over to Lida’s 
house to find her friend as frantic with desire as 
herself. That day saw them ascend to heights of de- 
sire and passion and fulfillment that even exceeded 
the events of the day before — experiencing delights 
that neither had imagined would ever be possible. 

At the time this case history was taken from 
Mrs. W., two years had passed since this first taste 
of “new love” with Lida. Mrs. W. stated that the two 
years had given her a stability and contentment that 
she had never believed possible. Neither her hus- 
band nor Lida’s husband knows — or even suspects 
—a thing. They still treat sex as they always had — 
almost absent-mindedly. Mrs. W. stated that she has 
no problem enduring (her word) the infrequent ses- 
sions with her husband. Indeed, she made it clear 
that her thoughts are elsewhere during such times 
and she pays little attention and is completely free 
of frustration. 

Obviously, for Mrs. W., a type of sex fulfill- 
ment that most Western Ethics frown on has possibly 
saved her sanity. Whether she should have — or could 
have — found a more satisfactory solution to her 
problem would, indeed, be difficult to say. 

Mrs. W.’s case history further reveals that in 
time she and Lida found two other young married 
women in their neighborhood with problems simi- 
lar to theirs. And she revealed in frank detail how 
the four women have, on occasion, relieved the bore- 
dom and barrenness of more than one afternoon in 
wild and totally uninhibited exercises in passionate 
four-ply lovemaking, satisfying their passion-starved 
needs on each other’s hot and eager bodies. 

All psychiatrists know that every human being 
carries within himself (or herself) some characteris- 
tics of the opposite sex. The amount varies from per- 
son to person. But for the vast majority of both men 
and women the adjustment is in favor of inclining 
them to act and to have the needs and desires appro- 
priate to their sex. For others, the admixture of the 
opposite sex is strong enough to cause them to be 
bisexual. That is, there is no overwhelming urge to 
either heterosexual or homosexual behavior. They 
tend to be ambivalent, attracted in turn—or simul- 
taneously — to one sex or the other. 
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But today, many psychiatrists are aware of the 
phenomena of sexual reversal and it seems to be a 
consensus that reversal is a product of the tremen- 
dous pressures and tensions of our civilization. Mrs. 
W. is a classic instance of reversal. Normally, with a 
competent, virile and understanding husband, her 
subconscious attraction to her own sex would never 
have surfaced. She would, quite likely, have gone 
through life as what conventional society calls a 
“normal’’ person. 

Under questioning, Mrs. W. revealed that, at 
first, she had had some fleeting feelings of guilt —a 
vague sense of acting contrary to nature. But, she 
asserted, the release from tension, the enormous re- 
lief she experienced as a result of having her sex 
urges satisfied, quickly dissolved the doubts. 

The sex drive is all powerful — in humans as 
in all other forms of life on this planet. The tragic 
consequences of its suppression are evident on the 
front pages of every newspaper in the land. No 
thoughtful person — certainly no responsible sociolo- 
gist or psychiatrist — will deny that the person whose 
sex life has achieved a tolerable balance is, as far as 
society at large is concerned, a useful and productive 
member of that society. It is rare indeed that such a 
person ever becomes a threat to public safety and 
convenience. 

It may very well be that the solution Mrs. W. 
stumbled onto — far from being a threat to our cul- 
ture and our civilization — may be, instead, a stabiliz- 
ing influence. 
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